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people, makes them think all the hats are Paris models.
For all that, it's the best little hat shop we've got about
here. If you know of a better one in Stoke Newington,
I'd like to know where it is, I would really. Only thing
that keeps me away from that shop is the prices they
ask—oh, wicked, they are—you might as well go to the
West End and have done with it. But Mrs. Talbot
does a fine business—I don't think it's altogether her
shop, I think she just manages it, and somebody told
me two Jews really owned it. Now then, Edna," and
Mrs. Smeeth sprang to her feet and took the pudding
from her daughter, "just nip back for the plates and
then we're all right. There we are. It'll taste better than
it looks. This pudding always does. Plenty for you,
Dad?"
"Just middling, Mother," said Mr. Smeeth.
"Well, if that isn't enough, you can always come
again, can't you? What about you, Edna? Don't want
any, I suppose? Well, you're going to have some. You
eat that and see if it doesn't make you feel better."
"I've tasted worse," said Mr. Smeeth judicially. "But
heavy, though, isn't it?"
"Oo, mother, you can't have mixed it properly," cried
the fastidious Edna. "It's like lead. It is really. I'll
have a bit more of the apple, please. I can't eat the
crust."
"Now if you'd been me and I'd been my mother,"
said Mrs. Smeeth, with an attempt at severity, "you'd
have been made to eat what was on your plate and not
gone picking and choosing like that. But it's not come
out as well as it might, I must say."
"Well, to get back to what we were talking about,"
said Mr. Smeeth, laying down his spoon and shaking

